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feme liking, I frail be out ofheart frortly 5 & then I frail haue no 
ftrength to repent. And 1 haue not forgotten what the infide©f 
a Church is made of, I am a Pepper corne, a brewers horfe, tbc 
inlideof a Church. Company, villanous company hath becne 
thcipoyleofme. , 

Bar. Sir lohn, you are fo fretru!l,you cannot liuelong. 

Fal. Why there is it; come, fing me a bawdy Song, make me 
merry; I was as vertuoully giuen, as a Gentleman need to be e , 
vertuous ; enough, fwore little*, dic’d not abouefeaucntimesi 
wceke , went to Bawdy houfe notaboue once in a quarter of an 
hoHTe , paide money that I borrowed there or fourc times, liued 
well, and in good eoropalfe : and now I hue out of all order, out 
of compalfe. 

Bar. Why, youare fo fatte, Sir John, that you muff needes be 
out of all compalfe: out of all rcafonable compaife. Sir John, 

Fal. Doc thou amend thy face,& lie amend my life ; thou art 
our Admirall, thou beared the Lanternein the Poope, but t’isin 
the Nofe of thee,thou art rheKingof the burninglampe. 

Bar. Why Sir John , my face does you no harme. 

Fat. No, lie be fworne, 1 make as good vfe of it, as many* 
man doth ofaPeathshead, ora memento mnri. I neucrfeethy 
face but Ithinke vpon hell fire, and Dines that liued in Purple; 
for there he is in his Robes burning, burning, Iftheuwertany 
way giue to venue, I would fweare by thy face ; my oath ftould 
be, By tbu ftreyhatsGods Angekbut thou art altogether giucouerj 
and wert indeede, but for the light in thy face, the Sunne ofvt- 
tcr darkenefle. VVhenthourundvp Gads-hill inthcnight,to 
catch my Horfe, if I did not thinke that thou hadft been an/jptf 
fatuus, or a bal of wild-fire there’s no purchafe in Money. O thou 
artaperpetuallTryumph,andeucrlading Bone-fire-light, thou 
had faue<fme athoufand Markes in Linkes and Torch es.walk. 
ingwith thee in the night betwixt Tauerne&Tauerne.-Butthe 
Sackethat thou had diunkc me.would haue bought me Lights 
as good cheapens the deared Chandlers in Europe. I haue main- 
tained that Salamander t>fyours,with fire, any time this two and 
thirtieyeares : God reward me for it. 

Bar, Zloud, I would my face were in your belly. 

Fa/, Godamercy,fo frculdl be fur e to be heart- burnd. 
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How now, dame Tartlet the Hen, haue you enquired 
yet who pickt my Pocket ? Enter hojl, 

1 Ho ft, Why Sir lobn, what do you thinke, Sir hbtl do you think 
1 keepe thecues in my houfe, 1 haue fearcht, I haue enquired/© 
haz my husband, man by man, boy by boy, feruantby feruant : 
the tight of a haire was neucr lod in my houfe before. 

Fal, Ye lie Hodelle, Bardol was fraud, and lod many a haire % 
and lie befworne my Pocket was pickt : goe to, you are a wo- 

man, goe, 

Flo/, Who 1/ 1 defie thee .• Gods light , I was neuer cald fo in 
mine owne houfe before* 

Fa!. Goe to, I know you well enough. 

Hof. No, Sir Iohn, you doe not know me, Sir lohn-, I know you 
Sir John, you owe me money Sir John, & now you picke a quar- 
rell to beguile me of it : I bought you a dozen of Shirtes to your 
backe. 

Fal. Doulas, filthy Doulas : I haue giuen them away to Bakers 
wiues, they haue made Boulters of them. 

Hof.Now as I am a true woman, Holland of viij.s. an ell: you 
owemoney heerebefides, Sir Iohn, for your diet, and by drink- 
ings, andmony lent you, xxiiij. pound. 

Fal. He had his part of it, let him pay. 

Ftof. He? alas he is poore, he hath nothing. 

F-*/.How$ poore? lookc vpon his face; What call you rich? 
let them coine his Nofe, let them coine his cheekes, lie not pay 
adenyer : what,willyou make a younker of me ? frail I not take 
mine eafe in mine Innc, but 1 frail haue my pocket pickt ? I haue 
lod afeale Ring of my Grandfathers worth fortie marke* 

Hof. O Iefu, 1 haue heard the Prince tell him, I know not how 
oft, that that Ring was Copper. 

Fal. How? the Prime is a lacke, a fneak-cup ; Zbloud and fees 
were here, I would cudgel him like a Dog, if he would fay fo. 

Enter the Prince marching , and Falftaljfe meets him 
Play ing on his T mnehion like a Fife. 

Fal. How now Lad, is the wind in thatdooreyfaith, 

Mud we all march? > 

Bar. Yea, two and two ; Newgate fafiiicn. 

Hof. My Lord, I pray you hearc me, 
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